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3 LD, Crusoe and the Footprint A Group of Oddities ~
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a8 | By J. Campbell Cory. | in Picture and Story:
!;, Fudiished by the Press Publishing Company, No. &7 to @ Park Row. New York HIS s the tallest soldler in the world, *‘Freak” regl-
k tered at the Post-Office at New York as Secnnd-Class Mall Matter ments of many European countries have for some time
Entered at
! e = m e P 165,817 been after him, and he could have annexed a fortune
VOLUME 48, co0cer cobescasas L e N O3 16,817 In a dime museum. But he has at last joined tha First Regi-
P ment of Guanis in the Russian army and (s statloned at
% ! £ N FFD! Tsarkoe Selo Palace. He goes by the nickname of “'Long
li\l’ PRO\ [: Tit E BR“ r‘ D. Ivan," {s twenty years old, and stands just 7 feet 111.2
In .a defenss of the Lezislature inches In his stockings. No uniform could be found that
g : came wi hin twelve inches of fitting him, so a complete
i outfit of clothen, e had to be mada to order, He
j. Is nearly a y han the “Little Fauher" he serves.
&
y . ——
According to a bulletin of the Interstate Commerce Com-
misaion there were 1008 passengers and employvecs killed and
A o 16,388 injured on our rallroads In nhe months of July, August
and September of 1%
‘ At a meoting In Somerset, England, It was siated that.
although lllegal, the custom i1l prevalls of gly!ng clder in
lleu of wages,
| =
P . | Of thirty Itallans In a plyht school in Kaneas Clty, oniy
[o {e | £ J hone of | two last week Knew the name of the Presiden: of the Unlted
> | Nake 5 | L
H -“ + 1 ‘,l - 55
: J nuin - e should be as A bull entered a china shop at Ashhy-de-la-Zoush, Ing-
8 : { N 1 |
8 P SRy 1 { ngregation, or of a j 1and, the other duy. took a walk around. surveyed the (e
3 . =4 ““Q £, "’?‘—f'ﬁ . X \ \ s e PO N T play whh apparent interest and departed without having
5 judge that his P it iy hould be of i bar stavdard.  But has done more than 25 cents’ worth of damage.
'w York reguired even that aualifscation of it Albany delagation?
New York TEqIred ¢ it it qualific : : T p . g The aalary of the Speaker of tha House of Representa-
It well knows what Senators and Assemblymen will respond when tives is $5,000 a year, $3.000. more than that of his fellow-
corporation irferests pull the strings. It knows to a man the names on | members of the House, The Speaker of the Brilsh House of
i i i Commons recelves a salary of $20.00) a year
Ryan's rollcall. 1t can tell in advance just how the old grard will line up .
to defeat legislation in any way antagonistic to company policy. 1t knows Sh;lls m:;a, m;n oll, intended to calm a stormy sea when fired Into It, have '!
o k h . 3 2 3 c T i been {nvent n France. ‘
fwhat Senator is spokesman for tha traction interests, who the mouth- A
£ piece of the Gas Trust is, who is the whipper-in of the pack. This ploture shows wind for the musiay ¢!
'x 'l t P 'Y [} !
oty 2 N > a B e ¥ ) fis : S :
i Yet it goes on giving these men the indorsement of re-clection. It jons of the flst g i |
: . : : : . - .\ BNy | organs ever made, !
regisiers its approval at the ballot box, It continues to make of itsaif an 1 foliGras! hsentea 1L '
accomplice of their raids by condening them. It has only itself to blame | during the relgn of i v
f rit A(" advs and Me rran . | Alfred the Great, ..qoan‘o-.../ '
- 10T IES Caradys and McCarrens, | who was & great e eD 4
» T ’n us af 1 Fatine alants P O D - . e S Y Simics e~ Nig other ar
The way to get rid of after-election criticism, as Mr. Merritt savs, is ISt S i e, 7 | Bl oF
— > f 14 ¢ 1} 1 7 e - and was just finding ing i8 recor
.. 10 remove the cause of it at the polls. It must be silencad there, if at all, i fa WAy |toto, | the twentylsaven: The
It is there that the breed must be fm_t‘rw wed. It the city wants an Albanv ’ churchea about %0 el mals w-‘r;
: . . .94 1 : - { T P dri at a tan
“ delegation really representative of public honscty - whlic inteorityv i A. D. Four "blow
] k‘ KAty o & LIS A PR II.IL‘\TH_‘. E ‘lera‘ " services were necessary to furnish and gave every opportunity for a big killy \
wa Das the remedy in its own hands. | Ik |
Sex | The wight of a good-slzed brig with all =ally ot stranded ~aymfartably on Ary !
F 2} ST e o land, miles away from any water, §« sufficlenily startling to make the mos: jaded 5
H G E ii\ R ‘T [-' Q U /"\ l\ E B Rl D E S passer-by pause and stare, Here 18 a puotog: af such 4 vessel, reprisiuced (rom
! * . l ¢
E nAa v nf ol o I TS e : c - . 3 v |
B One ray of light in the general gloom of San Francizce is fumished e : e "
} Y 2 < .y r 3 - . 0 ' 4 :
| aes OV the story of the large number of weddings following its destruction.
Where in the history of romance is there a parallel spectacla to ‘that of
s H.w marriage-license clark working overtime in the ruins of the d~solited
s City ?
>

For these couples who have taken in

each ether for belter or worse i
the most incongruous circumstances ther

is mo nuptial festivity. The
= trousseaus of the brides are in achas {ha M rmne ot 1oy u :
v Al OF He Drides are in ashes, the flames have licked up the wed-
: ding feast, there is not even a har dful of rice or a spare shoe to throw |
¢ after the newly wed. l §
] Yet there is no reason to suppose {hat they happy on that i
=k - Iy . - . .- . S b
account. They ar2 marrving for love with ro MISYVINGS as to the futt
k as couples married when the world was yvoung. Calamity has morals
szbrought back the primitive conditions of marriage ;\«.'::1;'1“5-!15“ its trye
‘ condiiions from which society rets furt] er and further -
| 7 A Hl%i*i{éﬂ}ﬁmdiC""nv:"m‘m‘L AL R the Iustmted London News. The brig James Arthur was given by a P,nldq
| kein an "u‘!rlhqu'u-c hrida i X 3 TRIY W the Quarrier Gephan-Homas ol Welr, England. On board the vessel boyd 2
! Axe Ddride. i | are trafned to be sallors, satlor-mis-onirtes and teachers of navigation .’ \
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! Autbor of “THE TRUTH ABOUT TOLNA." * M o ; i =k ia &
! ~ e ; U Mae Then the blur lifted, and my amazed eyes beheld | .\u,}mmsuur ol!\:.::-r, it Is*as he says. He 1s nof§ :
i = ;s‘a,r'.\‘;;.x»sxs OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. ‘e gentler 6f the two, not my master, but—Lucas’ ;‘th.‘f L;,,m‘f. de Mar.

@& Mar, esiraniged son Of the Dike . s l =say 1 krow not where he “How now, sirrah?” he cried to the dragoon. [ “Who s he, then?” "

Navh L ne ariog trd was casping, biuck in the “Hands off me, knaves!"” For the second soldier [ “I know not,” the maitre stammered, ‘“He came

THREItY Tn hed Byt ¢ Laeht soon’s attentions.  “He did not Ihnd selzed his other arm. here last night. But it is as he says—he is no$
f cOne o Parte e e, faitoy iy | ton. Ah"——- The breath fail ; *  “I regret to inconvenience monsieur,” the cap- the Comte de Mar,

ne o Paris, ) nne's ng 3 - . 3 ’ i e 1 e Py
H ;o muxh- Mar ‘assassinate St b m»\:‘-:\‘rs bloodshot and bulging. rojled towas tain answered, “but he is wanted at trwhna.sf.il'-. 1’ T:nm] care, mine host," the officer returnedg
o rasice da Montiuc, M eane has | “What now?" the captain cried, springing ¢ ‘Wanted? I?" Lucas cried, fear flashing into ! “you're lying
§ ’ promised her to Paul (¢ : ey AT tes . Trees : MRt Cried, springin nted? : ~d, |
3 Kilied, ~ Felix goen to pay marter's score and | (2CF  “Who are yon? his eyes, |
13 i e 8 | T ysLeriong Aookis Ach near the entrance He wore under his breastp'ate what f | He felt an instant's terror, I deem, lest May-
& Sy - — be 3 (e ? > N eves il f - ute y
! (Copyright, 1000-1901, Ly The Century Co. All Rights Re- ;".-th( U}Il.‘t)f‘.'ll. of the City guards I h ‘\ enne had betrayed him. Quick as he was, he did
g : served,) ike on the officer of the gate the night I enterad | not see that he had been taken for another man. |
{

CHAPTER XVIII.
To the Bastille.

(Continued.)
PAUSED by the group of street urchins who |
Iwcrc stooking the horses ang clambering on
the back oi the coach, to wonder
would be worth while

whether it
1o wait and see the dig- |
nitary come out. ! was just golng to ask the
coachman & question or two concerntog his |
Journey. when le beégan to snap his whip about!
the bare legs of th. little whelps. The street |
was B0 narrow that he could hardly chastise |
them without danger to me, 80 it seemed best
to saunter off. The screaming urchins stopped |

Just out of the reach of his lask, and set to
pelting mud at him with a right good
will, but T was too old for that game, [ re-

flected that 1 was charged with business for my
master, and that {t was nothing to me what vm'n-'-s
might come to Mayenne, I we nt on into the Three
Lanterns,

The cabaret was abe:

lutely deserted; one might |

Lave walked all about and carried off what he
U!‘ .c.:.! 88 from the giper nalara in 4% (S |
' - & U Sl 1 pLa 40 Lt Lale,

'“This {8 a pretty way 1o Keep un inn,” I thought.

*“Where have all the ia rascals got to?" Then
I heard a confused murmur of 8 and shuffle
of feet from the back, and I went through Into the

pussage where the stair Wis

Here were gathered, in a huddle, lke
sheep, some dozen of the serving-folk, men and
malds, the lasses most of them in tear , the men
looking scarce less terrified. Their gaze was fixed
on tn osed door of Muaitre Menard's little count-
ng-1 , whence fgsued the shy

a5¢

scared

S me,. noble gent n! Spare a poor {nn
Respe L swear 1 Know nothing of his where-

" footsteps sounded on the threshold one
hoaround Lo Iook at me in fresh dre ad,

lleu, it iy lackey!" a chamberm id

the nd a little wiry dame, her

g i darted t of the groug

B with i : ] { th group

ne by the m with o grip of her nalls
m ) hiad got me, |
“Sa, he imed. | declare T

“Oh-h«h vou
here and dey

one sou, hut

rhit I ¢}
gt 11 ¢

i 3 il bile, an eo
ya s 1
nE AT t) ge lke a whi
’ i " ! ! n and banged
/ 1 1 \ v W fliled up
: ] \ ' LI
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Paris, He was a young
g€ols appearance as it he were not much
¢f his uniform.

“My name 15 Felix Broux,” |
pay a bijl"——

“His servant,” Maitre Mennrd

gaid. “I came

mur, the drageon allowi 1 breath
“Oh, vou are the (% de M servant, are
you? Where have vou left v ister 2!

man of a decidedly Lour-

outside
)

contrived to mur-

“You, monsieur, You are wanted for the mur-
| der of your man Pontou."

He grew white, looking {nstinctively at me, re-
membering where I had been at 3 o'clock this
morning.

{ “It 18 a lle! He loft my service a month back
| and I have never seen him since.”

“Tell that to the judges,”

“What do you want of hi ed In turn. | j he had sald to me. “I am not trying you. The

“Never you mind, 1 wunt ‘ handcuffs, men."

“But Mayvenne sald he should not he tonch 1" 1 One of them produced a palr, Laucas struggied
eried. “The Duke of Mavenne said himsel? he frantically in his captors’ grasp. He dragged |
should not be touched.” them from one end of the room to the other, call-

“I know nothing about that"” he r j ing down all the curses of heavean upon them; but
trifle more civilly than he had spoken, ¢ |they snapped the handcuffs on him for all that.
naught to do with the Duks of Mavenne. f he is “I this s Mayenne's work''-=—— he panted,
friends with your master M. de Mar may not stay The officer caught nothing but the name May-
behind burs very long. But I have the LOVeInor's enne.
warrant for his urrest.” “The boy gald you were a friend to His Grace,

“On whot charge?? monsieur, but orders are orders, | have the war-

“A trifle.  Mercly murder.” rant for your arrest from M. de Belin.”

“Murder?” “At whose instigation?"

“Yes; the murder of a lackey, one Ponton ! “How should I know? I am a soldier of the
: ;n xt,r)...u Is ridleulous!” I eried. “M. le C ’ guard. I have naught to do with it but to arrest
aiqd not’'——- you."”

I came to a halt, not knowing what tn «av ‘1= ’ 'l'prt me see the warrant.'”
cas—Paul de Lorratne killed h m," s n the tip “lT am not obliged to, But I will, though. It
ol my toneue, hut [ choked it do Fo fling wild may quiet your bluster.”
accusations against a great man's man were no Hae took out the warrant and held it at a safe
wisdom. By naccldent I had given the officer the distance before Lucas’s eyes. A great light broke
(hpreaglon that we wera. frie; enne. ] in on that personage.
st mld do 111 to imperfl the 4 M., Ia “Mllle tonnerres! I am not the Comte de Mar!*
{ —1 began agaln and oz ‘ I “Oh, vou say that now, do you? Pity you had
nr » say that mongleur had nevs tl nn not thought of it sooner.”
last nig he could ha wd 1 n the *“But I am not the Comte de Mar! I am Paul
erim Then I bethought me that 1 had ter nat de Lorraine, nephew to my Lord Mayenne.”
know the hour of the n ‘M. le Comte is a “Why don't you say stralght out that you're the
very grand gentleman; he would not murder g I could only pant and choke! Duc de Guise?"

0 o1 2ot out at Iz o I L e e e R e “l am not the Due de Gulse,” Lucas returned

4n tell that to (he Judges,” the captain neril know." The room was black to me, and the sea | with dignity. He must have been cursing Hmself
o [ w & to be thought such a craven, but I |roared in my ears, and 1 wondered whether I had | that he had °°f, given his name sooner. “But I
apine.. I'o be | pocketed th ult and merely answered lone well to tgll the lie. For had I said that my | am his brother, i
T destred. | * “[ aeenre vou. monsisur. nauzht of the roaster was in the Hotel St. Quentin, still those! ‘'You take me for a fool. o
"Te anerad t8 e o aaiover ubofit IGE T crled. | matten® © Yestorday I worl blurted out to fellows wonid have fonnd it no easy job to taka “Aye, who shall hang for t,hl.?' folly!
giu LSRR g, 0 _gentle But ' i o hii teoth: txperione s him, Vigo m'ght not he ready to defend Mlle, de/ *You must think me a fool,” the captain re-
you cant aiways tell about these nobls The | wq teaching me sometl Maontlue, but he wonld defend Monsieur's heir to ! peated. ‘“The Duke of Gulse's vldest brother is
e SR :‘, J ; 1own hiim twenty-four ‘Come, n I can't f ere all day,” he  tne last gagp. Yet I would not yield before the |but seventeen''—— X
lours, Un : 1 as lackey, yesterday ! guj V. “Tell that precious | choking Maitre Menard had withstood, and I stuck “I did not say I was leg!t!mutg.
nooy a eyes on him. I know ) of yours noOw. fcker about it | to my e, *Oh, you did not say that? You did not, know,
vhit " ”" engaged me 'yes- | than this old mul Then 1 bethought me, while the room reeled | then, that I could roe} off the ages of every Lor- |
SRND, i anapres s ] LG e Hotel Miltre Menard, then, had told them nothing— | about me and my head seemed like to burst, that | raine of them all. No, M. de Mar, T am not so,
I eame into Paris it night hefore stanch old I yallst, Ile knew perfectly that M. perchance if they should kKeep me here a captive | eimple as you think. You will come along with
Toh \_“""“ aeé Dieu in the Rue ¢ Comte had gone home, and they b Lirottled for M. le Comte's arrival he might really follow to | me to the Bastille.”
sterday he emplo e to ind yet he had not told. Well hould  see what had become of me. 1 turned sick with | *“Blockhead! I'll have you broken on the wheel
last night hrong » here w by it the fear of it and resolved on the truth. But Gas- | for this,” Lucas stormed. “I am no more Count
ni time ye Mor about the etrects somewhers On  poard's last enllet-gripe had robbed me of the|of Mar than I am King of Spaln. Speak up, you
y I that he | my 1if not where.  But I know he will " power to speak. [ could only pant and choke, | old turnspit,” he shouted to Maitre Menard. “Am
‘ master,” he unper,” \s | struggled painfully for wind the door was|Ihe?”
: med a little tno 0O knuw, don't you? Then perliaps | flung open before a tall young maun In black, Poor Maitre Menard had dropped down on his
} niy hed at my p tl G ken your n &g Through the haze thaty hung before my vision I |iron box, tno 1imp and sick to know what was ®O-

I " ‘ e 7 ; At the soldie h t led to saw the soldier sefze him ag he crossed the thresh- ing on. He only stared helplessly,

Oh, yon need a0t look s0 whoy-faced: T have | Mot over to me and taneht old. Through the nof%e of waters | heard the “Speak, rascal,” Lucas cried. “Am I Comte de

» warrant for your ‘.u st I dare say you are ns how it be hanged. T sald to myss captain's ¢ry of triumph, Mar?"

reat a Toxue ns. | ut the order snys nothing | £ I had talked like a dastard 1 was not ore, and [ “Oh, M. Etienne!" T gasped, In agony that my “No,"” the maltre answered In low, faltering

bout you.  Don't swoon away; ™ are in no | every time he let me speak I gasped “I don't! pain had been for nothing. Now all was lost. | tones. He wes at the last point of pain and fear,

L §
]

the captain said, as

I'll not walk through a
mob. Send every man Jack about his business,
jor it wlil be the worse for him. And every womang
1 Jill, too.”
| M. le Caplitaine,"” Maltre Menard quavered, rise
Ing unsteadily to his feet, “vou make a mistakeg
| On my sacred word, you mistake: this {s not"—s
{ "Get out!"'cried the captaln, helping him alongg
his boot. Mafre
walked out of the door.
A gray hue came over Lucas's face.

| with OMenard fell rather thamy
i His first
| fright had given way to fury at percelving hime
| self the victim of a mistake, but now alarm was
’ born in his eyes again, Was it, after all, a mise
’mka'.' This obstnate disbelief in his assertion,
| this ordering away of all who could swear to hig
!identity—was it not rather a plot for his ruin®
| He swallowed hard once or twice, frar gripping

his throat harder than ever the dragoon's fingera

had gripped mine, Certainly he was not the
|: Comte de Mar; but then he was the man who had
i kllled Pontou,

“If this 1s a plot against me, say =o!" he cried.
| “It you bhave orders to arrest me, do so. Bug
| arrest me by the name of Paul de Lorraine, not
Etienne de Mar.”

“The name of Etienne de Mar will do,” the cap-
| tain returned; “we have no fancy for allases at the
Bastille”
“It {8 a plot,” Lucas cried. !
“It {8 a warrant; that is all I know about lt.""J
I

“But I am not Comte de Mar,” Lucas repeate

His uneasy conscience had numbed his wits.
his dread of a plot he had done little to dlssipute’
i an error, But now he pulled himselt together;)
| error or intention, he would act as if he knew i
| must be error. |
' “My captain, you have made a mistake likely ta
cost you your shoulder-straps. I tell you I am nog
Mar; the landlord, who knows him well, tells you
I am not Mar. Ask those who know M. de Mar
ask theso inn people. They will one and all tel
you I am not he. Ask that boy there; even ha
dares not say to my face that I am.” .

His eyes met mine, and I icould see that, even in
the moment of challenging me, he repented. He!
believed that I would give the lle, But the dra-
goon who was bending over him, relleving him
of his sword-belt. spared me the necessity,

“Captain, you need give yourself no uneasinesgs
this {s the Comte right enough. T live {n the
Quartler Marals, and I have seen this gentleman
a score of times riding with M. de 8t. Quentin. '

Lucas, at this unexpected testimony, looked so
taken aback that the captain burst out laaghing,

“Yes, my dear monsieur, it {8 a Ittle hard fop
M. de Mayenne's nephew—you are a nephew, are
you not?—to explain how he comes to ride with
the Duc de St. Quentin.”

(To Be Continusd,)
e atde .

“The Masquerader,” by ¥Xatherine Ceot
Thurston, anthor of “The Gambley,” will fol
low “The Helmet 3.1 Navarre,” on Mny 21, im
- e Wranine Worl

b
K
I could not wonder ut him; i{f T had not heen i
a position to know otherwise I had thought mye
self the maitre was lying.
“If you had spoken at first I might have bee
{ Heved you ' the captain said, bestowing a kiclg
I on him. “Get out of here, old ass, before I cram
Iym:r lie down your throat. And clear your peos
ple away from this door. '
p*




